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New Life, Same Old Town 
 
  I have lived in Ames, Iowa my entire life. If you have ever been in Ames for more 
than a week, you might have a pretty good understanding of what that means exactly. I 
was born in Ames, went to elementary, middle, and high school in Ames, and now I 
have officially gone to Iowa State University for a year and half which is located in 
Ames. Needless to say, I am ready to get out. But I can’t truthfully say that everything is 
negative about going to college in my hometown. For one thing, I already knew a few 
friends that also went from my high school to ISU which made making friends a little 
easier. I also never got homesick. My parents lived about 15 minutes away on bike. No, 
I don’t get the classic college experience of living far away from my parents and starting 
anew, but it really isn’t that bad. I joke with my friends about how terrible Ames is, but 
that’s all just fun and games. I really do enjoy my hometown. 
 When I was in high school, I remember being very certain that I wanted to leave 
town for a college preferably out of the state. Don’t get me wrong, I had a great time in 
high school. It wasn’t exactly the stereotypical, “High school sucks.” There is only one 
high school here and it was an odd high school. It wasn’t very cliquey, a lot of different 
groups mixed and everyone was generally on good terms with each other. Even things 
other schools would consider “nerdy” or “geeky” were accepted as normal in my high 
school.  
My social life in high school was fun. I had a lot of friends and we all liked to hang 
out a lot. My academic life wasn’t too challenging either. But this ended up affecting my 
work ethic. When things were easy, I could coast by with little to no effort. But when 
things started to get more and more difficult, I didn’t change the way I studied. And 
slowly things took a toll and next thing I know I wasn’t accepted into colleges I really 
wanted to go to. So I turned to my backups. Iowa State became my college of choice – 
a large part being the George Washington Carver scholarship I received. My parents 
were thrilled when they found out I was staying in Ames and going to college for free. 
My sister also offered the GWC scholarship when she was applying to college, but she 
really wanted to get out like me and chose to go to Illinois. For once I was seen as the 
good child! 
When I told my high school friends I was going to be staying in Ames for another 
four years to go to college at ISU, their first reaction was to be shocked. My friends are 
very bright and are attending schools such as Princeton, MIT, and Duke.  They were 
more shocked that I was going to a school like ISU. And then they felt bad for me 
because they realized I wasn’t leaving Ames. I slowly accepted the fact that Ames 
would be my home for a little longer than I had originally planned. But I made sure to 
emphasize to myself more than anyone else that I would be going to college with a full 
tuition scholarship 
When I got to ISU I realized that telling people that you got the GWC scholarship 
does not elicit a nice reaction. I found that people were happy for me for receiving the 
scholarship, but were just mad at the idea of a minority-based scholarship. Several 
other Carver students I talked to told me they had similar experiences. Over time I 
realized that I probably shouldn’t bring up the fact that I have the scholarship to people 
when I meet them. Surprisingly, the people that I found were the angriest about the 
scholarship were from my high school.  
Most graduating classes from Ames High School have had a majority of students 
who have gone to either Iowa or Iowa State. My graduating class had a majority of 
students going to Iowa State. This was nice to hear because I knew most of my 
graduating class, but I wouldn’t say I have hung out with most of them. So when I got to 
college and was trying to develop a social life, I instinctively turned to these familiar 
people that I wasn’t great friends with. Naturally, I became better friends with them and 
everything was alright, but I still didn’t feel completely comfortable hanging out with 
them. I always thought to myself, “If I wasn’t friends with them in high school, why would 
I be friends with them now?”  
Branching out and making new friends was a surprising challenge for me. I was 
always so outgoing in high school and everyone thought I would easily make a ton of 
friends, and I would have so much fun in college. They would never have guessed that I 
would have been so shy that I didn’t meet most of my dorm floor until second semester. 
Several people on my dorm floor didn’t even know I lived there until the spring. But as 
time went on I made a bunch of friends and people realized I’m not as introverted as I 
might seem. 
 I never liked living in the dorms. I didn’t have a strong connection with my 
roommates. Sharing a room with someone isn’t an appealing idea to me. It was hard to 
find privacy. And with my parent’s house so close by, it was so tempting to just spend a 
bunch of nights back at the place I will always know as home. There were several 
weekends when I would sleep at home or go back to talk to my parents. Due to my 
strong dislike of the dorms I managed to develop a much closer relationship with my 
parents during my freshmen year of college. Again, not your typical college experience. 
I would always tell myself that I just needed to survive that one year and then I would be 
free of the dorms. 
By the middle of my second semester I had made plans to live with two friends 
from my high school (actual friends) in an apartment. We were all so excited to be living 
together and to be able to have our own apartment. It was the definition of freedom. No 
one was there to watch us – no parents, no dorm CA’s, no one. Before we knew it, our 
sophomore year was about to start and we were moving in to our new apartment. It was 
everything we had hoped for. Moving into that apartment was one of the best decisions 
of my college career. I still live there today and it has felt more like home than anywhere 
else (besides my real home, of course).  
Only two people were upset with my moving in to the apartment – my parents. 
They had gotten used to me coming home so often because I disliked the dorms so 
much. Ever since I moved in, I haven’t gone home half as much as I used. To an extent 
I feel bad, but then I think, this is what college is supposed to be like. This is what my 
friends that have travelled out of the state to go to college must feel like.  
Moving into an apartment has also taught me several things about responsibility. 
I like to think that I have learned a lot about life since I moved into that apartment. I 
started to change my lifestyle. I started eating healthier, I worked out much more than I 
used to, I took up some hobbies, and most importantly I started studying and working 
harder in school. During my freshmen year, several studying habits from high school 
passed on. I still managed to get good grades without giving my full effort. But as I 
entered my sophomore year I realized that I needed to make a definite change if I 
wanted to keep my grades up as high as possible with such a difficult work load. I 
began putting more time towards academics and made sure I did all my work to the best 
of my ability. I see it this way: if you’re not doing something as best as you can do it, 
then what’s the point? It has become a philosophy of mine to make sure I can be the 
best me I can be. I see myself as a changed man. 
This philosophy is what made me want to be the best GWC mentor I could be. 
When I was told that I would have to mentor someone, I was a little concerned. I never 
thought of myself as a mentor in any way. But I decided to take the challenge head on. 
My GWC mentor did not seem to take an interest in the meetings or the idea of having a 
mentor at all. I decided I was not going to make my mentees sit through a dull, boring 
meeting. I did my best to make them see me as simply a friend who could help them if 
they needed. And what do you know? I had a great time making two new friends that 
turned out to be really fun people. 
 Sometimes I think if I only had this attitude a year earlier, how different my 
freshmen experience may have been. It’s important to reflect on your life to see how far 
you’ve come. It can be a real motivator to make the right decisions. You and you alone 
decide how your life will be lived and how you will impact others. 
